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'Til bet you didn't," said Turgis.
*I did, and I bet you I did. Anyhow, if I didn't see it,
I was there just after, when the bobby was taking names.
Oh, what a crowd! I got right to the front. Car and a
lorry it was. The lorry was all right, but you oughter
seen the car. Oh no, it wasn't a mess—oh no!"
"And how many hours did you stand there, eh?" Mr.
Smeeth inquired. 'That's what takes your time, my boy
—doing your bit of nosy-parkering."
"I had to go that way and I couldn't get past, Mr.
Smeeth," Stanley cried indignantly. "So I had to see
what was up, couldn't help it. I thought the bobby
might take my name as a witness, but he didn't. I wish
he had done," he added wistfully, "I'd like to be a
witness/'
"If you don't finish those letters in ten minutes/' said
Mr. Smeeth, wagging a finger at him, "you'll be in the
dock, and never mind being a witness. How are you
getting on, Turgis?"
"Nearly finished, Mr. Smeeth," Turgis replied. "I'll
just give the City Transport a ring to see if they've heard
anything about that lot we sent to Norwich." And he
promptly went to the telephone.
There was no silvery laughter this time from the City
Transport Company. The voice that answered him was
not only a masculine voice, but also an irritated,
badgered, weary, despairing voice, that of a man who
was rapidly coming to the conclusion that he would be
spending all Saturday afternoon answering idiotic in-
quiries. "Yes, I know, I know," it barked. "You rang
me up before about it. Well, we're doing our best.
We've got the matter in hand. Yes, yes, yes, I've told
our Norwich people. I'll let you know on Monday,

